THE   EDWARDIANS

I9O

of the horse on the wooden pavement of Curzon
Street. He felt cold and hot by turns, and a sharp
pain kept stabbing through his head. Sylvia came
out of the library as she heard him softly shut the
door, and with a finger to her lips beckoned him
into the room, A fire was burning, and one shaded
lamp on a table. They both stood, facing one
another. Sylvia still wore her cherry cloak flung
about her, her beauty rising out of it as a painted
portrait out of its drapery, but Sebastian noted
with satisfaction that she was extremely nervous.
She had taken up a paper-cutter and was tapping
it on her nails. uAre you quite crazy, Sebastian, to
come here at this hour of the night?"

"It's not the first time," he said, looking at her,
"Please say what you have got to say, and go
away quickly. Don't speak too loudly; I think the
servants have all gone to bed, but one can never be
sure. However touchy and ridiculous you are, you
can still show me a little consideration. What is the
matter? Why don't you speak?"

But Sebastian remained silent. The words were
strangled as they came to his lips. He was feeling
so strongly that words were no use to him. Instead,
his mind, concentrated on a small, irrelevant ob-
ject, so that it seemed that object was the only
thing of importance to him in the world: a crystal
rabbit of Chinese carving, standing on the table
immediately beneath the lamp. The rays fell upon
it, touching the crystal into little points of high-
light; the nose, the ears, and one paw became little
prisms, at which Sebastian stared. He had seen the